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EPIS TIL E 
10 


A FREEMND: 


Villula, et pauper agelle, 
Me tibi, et hos uni mecum, quos ſemper amavi, 
Commendo. 


PREFACE. 


Evexy reader turns with pleaſure to thoſe paſ- 
ſages of Horace, and Pope, and Boileau, which 
deſcribe how they lived and where they dwelt ; and 
which, being interſperſed among their ſatirical writ- 
ings, derive a ſecret and irreſiſtible grace from the 
contraſt, and are admirable examples of what in 


Painting is termed repoſe. 


We have admittance to Horace at all hours. We 
enjoy the company and converſation at his table ; 
and his ſuppers, like Plato's, * non ſolum in præ- 
ſentia, ſed etiam poſtero die jucundæ ſunt.” But, 


ii PREFACE, 

when we look round as we. fit there, we find our- 
ſelves in a Sabine farm, and not in a Roman villa. 
His "OR" BK: have every 3 of proſpect; but 
his furniture might have deſcended from Cincinna- 
tus; and gems, and pictures, and old marbles are 
mentioned by him more than once with a ſeeming 


indifference. 


His Engliſh Imitator thought * felt, perhaps, 
more correctly on the ſubjeft ; and embelliſhed his 
garden and grotto with great induſtry and ſucceſs. 
But to theſe alone he ſolicits our notice. On the 
ornaments of his houſe he is filent ; and appears to 
have reſerved all the minuter touches of his pencil 
for the library, the chapel, and the banquetting- 


room of Timon, Nor could the Diable boiteux 


PREFACE, iii 
have laid them open with more ability. Le ſavoir 
de notre ſiècle, ſays Rouſſeau, tend beaucoup plus 
a dẽtruire qu'a edifier, On cenſure d'un ton de 
maitre ; pour propoſer, il en faut prendre un autre. 

It is the deſign of this Epiſtle to illuſtrate the 
virtue of True Taſte; and to ſhew how little ſhe 
requires to ſecure, not only the comforts, but even 
the elegancies of life. True Taſte is an excellent 
Economiſt. She confines her choice to few objects, 
and delights in producing great effects by ſmall 
means: while Falſe Taſte is for ever ſighing after 
the new and the rare ; and reminds us, in her 
works, of the Scholar of Apelles, who, not being 


able to paint his Helen beautiful, determined to 


make her fine, 


B 2 


ARGUMENT. 


An Invitation, v. 1. The approach to a Villa 
deſcribed, v. 5. Its fituation, v. 17. Its few 
apartments, v. 57. furniſhed with caſts from the 
Antique, and engravings from the Italian Maſters, 
v. 63- The dining-room, v. 83. The library, 
v. 89. A cold bath, v. 101. An ice-houle, 
v. 111, A winter-walk, v. 1579 A ſummer- 
walk, v. 169. The invitation renewed, v. 20g. 


Concluſion, v. 211. 


— — 


— — 


AN 


EPISTELE 


TO A 


FRIEND. 


Wurx, with a Reavmvs's ſkill, thy curious 
mind 

Has claſs'd the inſect-tribes of human-K ind, 

Each with its buſy hum, or gilded wing, 

Its ſubtle web- work, or its venom'd ſting ; 

Let me, to claim a few unvalued hours, 5 

Point the green lane that leads thro! fern and flowers; 

The ſhelter'd gate that opens to my field, 


And the white front thro mingling elms reveal'd. 


8 AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND, 


In vain, alas, a village-friend invites 


5 To ſimple comforts, and domeſtic rites, 10 


| When the gay months of Carnival reſume 
Their annual round of glitter and perfume ; 
When Bond-ſtreet hails thee to its ſplendid mart, 


Its hives of ſweets, and cabinets of art ; 


And, lo, majeſtic as thy manly ſong, 15 
Flows the full tide of human life along, 


Still muſt my partial pencil love to dwell 


On the . of my hermit cell; 

The moſly pales that ſkirt the orchard-green, 

Here hid by ſhrub-wood, there by glimpſes ſeen ; 20 
And the brown pathway, that, with careleſs flow, 


AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND. 9 


Still muſt it trace (the flattering tints forgive) 

Each fleeting charm that bids the landſcape live. 
Oft o'er the mead, at pleaſing diſtance paſs 23 
Browſing the hedge by fits the pannier'd aſs ; 

The idling ſhepherd-boy, with rude delight, 
Whiſtling his dog to mark the pebble's flight ; 
And in her kerchief blue the cottage-maid, 

With brimming pitcher from the ſhadowy glade. 
Far to the ſouth a mountain-vale retires, 31 
Rich in its groves, and glens, and village-ſpires 
Its upland lawns, and cliffs with foliage hung, 

Its wizard-ſtream, nor nameleſs nor unſung : 
And thro” the various year, the various day, * gg 


What ſcenes of glory burſt, and melt away ! 


10 AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND, 


When April-verdure ſprings in Groſvenor-ſquare, 
And the furr'd Beauty comes to winter there, 
She bids old Nature marr the plan no more, 
Yet ſtill the ſeaſons circle as before. 40 
Ah, till as ſoon the young Aurora plays, 
Tho' moons and flambeaux trail their broadeſt blaze; 
As foon the ſky-lark pours his matin ſong, 
Tho' Evening lingers at the maſk ſo long. 


There let her ſtrike with momentary ray, 435 
As tapers ſhine their little lives away; 
There let her practiſe from herſelf to ſteal, 
And look the happineſs ſhe does not feel ; 
The ready ſmile and bidden bluſh employ 
At Faro-routs that dazzle to deſtroy ; 50 


AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND, 11 


- 


Fan with affeficd caſe the eſſenc d air, 

And liſp of faſhions with unmeaning ſtare. 

Be thine to meditate an humbler flight, 

When morning fills the fields with roſy light ; 
Be thine to blend, nor thine a vulgar aim, 55 


Repoſe with dignity, with Quiet fame. 


Here no ſtate-chambers in long line unfold, 
Bright with broad mirrors, rough with fretted gold; 
Yet modeſt ornament, with uſe umbladd 
Attracts the eye to exerciſe the mind. 6o 
Small change of ſcene, ſmall ſpace his home requires, 3 
Who leads a life of ſatisfied deſires. 


What tho' no marble breathes, no canvas glows, 


From every point a ray of genius flows ! 4 


12 AN EPISTLE. TO A FRIEND. 


Be mine to bleſs the more mechanic ſkill, 65 
That ſtamps, renews, and aiultiplice at will; 

And cheaply circulates, thro? diſtant climes, 

The faireſt relics of the pureſt times, 

Here from the mould to conſcious being ſtart 
Thoſe finer forms, the miracles of art ; 70 
Here choſen gems, impreſt on ſulphur, ſhine, 
That ſlept for ages in a ſecond mine; 

And here the faithful graver dares to trace 

A Micha r's grandeur, and a Rar HAETI's grace! 
Thy gallery, Florence, gilds my humble walls, 75 


And my low roof the Vatican recalls ! 


Soon as the morning-dream my pillow flies, 


To waking ſenſe what brighter viſions riſe ! 


AN EPISTLE rO A FRIEND, 13 


O mark ! again the courſers of the Sun, 
At Gvu1po's call, their round of glory run! 80 
Again the roſy Hours reſume their flight, 

Obſcur'd and loſt in floods of golden light ! 


But could thine erring friend ſo long forget 
(Sweet ſource of penſive joy and fond regret) 
That here its warmeſt hues the pencil fling, 85 
Lo! here the loſt reſtores, the abſent brings; 

And ſtill the Few beſt lov'd and moſt rever'd © 
Riſe round the board their ſocial ſmile endear'd? ? 


Selected ſhelves ſhall claim thy ſtudious hours; 89 
| There ſhall thy ranging mind be fed on flowers! 
* —apis Matinz 


More modoque 
Grata carpentis thyma— Hon. 


14 AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND. 


There, while the ſhaded lamp's mild luſtre ſtreams, 
Read ancient books, or woo inſpiring dreams ; * 
And, when a age's buſt arreſts thee there, 9 

Pauſe, and his features with his thoughts compare. 
—Ah, moſt that Art my grateful rapture calls, 95 
Which breathes a ſoul into the filent walls ; + 
Which gathers round the Wiſe of every Tongue, 
All on whoſe words departed nations hung ; 

Still prompt to charm with many a converſe ſweet ; 


Guides in the world, companions in retreat! 100 


Tho' my thatch'd bath no rich moſaic knows, 


A limpid ſtream with unfelt current flows, 


+ Poſtea verd quam Tyrannio mihi libros diſpoſuit, mens 
addita videtur meis ædibus. Cie. 


| AN EPISTLE ro A FRIEND. 15 


Emblem of Life! which, {till as we ſurvey, 


Seems motionleſs, yet ever glides away! 
The ſhadowy walls record, with Attic art, 105 


The ſtrength and beauty that its waves impart. 
Here TazT1s, bending, with a mother's fears 


—— — 
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Dips her dear boy, whole pride reſtrains his tears. 


— COIN 
- 
* 


There VExus, riſing, ſhrinks with ſweet ſurprize, 
As her fair ſelf reflected ſeems to riſe ! 110 


But hence away ! yon rocky cave beware ! 
A ſullen captive broods in ſilence there, * 
There, tho' the dog-ſtar flame, condemn'd to dwell, 


; In the dark centre of its inmoſt cell, 
Wild Winter miniſters his dread controul, 115 
To cool, and cryſtallize the nectar'd bowl! 


16 AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND. 


His faded form an awful grace retains ; 
Stern tho' ſubdued, majeſtic tho? in chains 


Far from the joyleſs glare, the maddening ſtrife, 
And all © the dull impertinence of life,” 120 
Theſe eyelids open to the riſing ray, 0 
And cloſe, when Nature bids, at cloſe of day. 
Here, at the dawn, the kindling landſcape glows ; 
There noon-day levees call from faint repoſe. 124 
Here the fluſh'd wave flings back the parting light ; 

here glimmering lamps anticipate the night. 
When from his claſſic dreams the ſtudent ſteals, * 
Amid the buzz of crouds, the whirl of wheels, 


# Ingenium, fibi quod vacuas deſumfit Athenas, 
Et fludiis annos ſeptem dedit, inſenuitque 
Libris et curis, ſtatui taciturnius exit 
Plerumque— Hos, 


AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND. 17 
To muſe unnotic'd, while around him preſs 
The meteor-forms of equipage and dreſs; 130 
Alone, in wonder loſt, he ſeems to ſtand 


A very ſtranger in his native land ! 

Like thoſe bleſt Youths (forgive the fabling page) u 
Whoſe blameleſs lives deceiv'd a twilight age, ® 
Spent in ſweet ſlumbers; till the miner's ſpade 133 
Unclos'd the cavern, and the morning play'd. 

Ah, what their ſtrange b their wild delight! 
New arts of life, new manners meet their fight ! 

In a new world they wake, as from the dead; 

Yet doubt the trance diſſolv'd, the viſion fled! 140 


* ..fallentis ſemita vitz. Ho x. 


18 AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND, 


O come, and, rich in intellectual wealth, 
Blend thought with exerciſe, with knowledge health 
Long, in this ſhelter'd ſcene of letter'd talk, 

With ſober ſtep repeat the penſive walk; 

Nor ſcorn, when graver triflings fail to pleaſe, 145 
The cheap amuſements of a mind at eaſe ; 

Here every care in ſweet oblivion caſt, 

And many an idle hour—not idly paſs'd. 


No tuneful echoes, ambuſh'd at my gate, 149 
Catch the bleſt accents of the wile and great. 
| Vain of its various page, no Album breathes 
The ſigh that F riendſhip, or r the Muſe bequeathes, 
Yet ſome good Genii o'er my hearth preſide, 
Oft the far friend, with ſecret ſpell, to do; 154 


AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND, 19 


And there I trace, when the grey evening lours, 
A filent chronicle of happier hours ! 


V 


4 


When Chriſtmas revels in a world of ſnow, 
And bids her berries bluſh, her carols flow; 
His ſpangling ſhower when Froſt the wizard flings; 
Or, borne in ether blue, on viewleſs wings, 160 
O'er the white pane his ſilvery foliage weaves, 

And gems with icicles the ſheltering eaves 3 

—Thy muffled friend his neftarine-wall purſues, 
What time the ſun the yellow crocus wooes, 164 
Screen'd from the arrowy North; and duly hies 


To meet the morning-rumour as it flies ; 


# Fallacem circum, veſpertinumque pererro 
Szpe forum, — Hor. 


20 AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND, 


To range the murmuring market-place, and view 


The motley groups that faithful TE NIE AS drew. 


When Spring burſts forth in bloſſoms thro! the vale, 
And her wild mufic triumphs on the gale, 170 
Oft with my book I muſe from ſtile to ſtile ; ® 
Oft in my porch the liſtleſs noon beguile, 
Framing looſe numbers, till declining day 
Throꝰ the green trellis ſhoots a crimſon ray; 174 
Till the Weſt-wind leads on the twilight hours, 
And ſhakes the fragrant bells of cloſing flowers. 


Nor boaſt, O Choiſy, ſeat of ſoft delight, "5 
The ſecret charm of thy voluptuous night. 


* Tantot, un livre en main, errant dans les preries— 
BoILEAV, 


AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND, 21 


Vain is the blaze of wealth, the pomp of power ! 
Lo, here, attendant on the ſhadowy hour, 180 
Thy cloſet-ſupper, ſerv'd by hands unſeen, 

Sheds, like an evening-ſtar, its ray ſerene, 6 

To hail our coming. Not a ſtep prophane 

Dares, with rude ſound, the cheerful rite reſtrain ; 
And, while the frugal banquet glows reveal'd, 185 
Pure and unbought *,—the natives of my field ; 
While bluſhing fruits thro? ſcatter'd leaves invite, 
Still clad in bloom, and veil'd in azure light — 
With wine, as rich in years as Horace ings, 
With water, clear as his own fountain flings, 190 
The ſhifting ſide-board plays its humbler part, 
Beyond the triumphs of a Loriot's art. 


* —dapes inemtas. Hoa, 


— — — 


22 AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND. 


Thus, in this calm receſs, ſo richly fraught 
With mental light, and luxury of thought, 194 
My life ſteals on; (O could it blend with thine!) 
Careleſs my courſe, yet not without deſign. 

So thro? the vales of Loire the bee-hives glide, 7 
The light raft dropping with the filent tide ; 

So, till the laughing ſcenes are loſt in night, 

The buſy people wing their various flight, 200 
Culling unnumber'd ſweets from nameleſs flowers, 


That ſcent the vineyard in its purple hours, 


Riſe, ere the watch-relieving clarions play, 
Caught thro? St. James's groves at bluſh of day; 
Ere its full voice the choral anthem flings 205 


Thro' trophied tombs of heroes and of kings. 


Ax EPISTLE TO A FRIEND. 23 


Haſte to the tranquil ſhade of learned eaſe, * 
Tho? {kill'd alike to dazzle and to pleaſe ; 

Tho! each ay ſcene be ſearch'd with anxious eye, 
Nor. thy ſhut door be paſs'd without a ſigh. 210 


If, when this roof ſhall know thy friend no more, 
Some, form'd like thee, ſhould once, like thee, 
explore; | 

| Invoke the lares of his lov'd retreat, 

And his lone walks imprint with pilgrim-feet ; 
Then be it faid, (as, vain of better days, 215 
Some grey domeſtic prompts the partial praiſe ;) 
© Unknown he liv'd, unenvied, not unbleſt ; 


Reaſon his guide, and Happineſs his gueſt. 


*Innocuas amo delicias doctamque quietem. 


— 
24 AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND. 


In the clear mirror of his moral page, 

We trace the manners of a purer age. 220 

His ſoul, with thirſt of genuine glory fraught, 

Scorn'd the falſe luſtre of licentious thought. 

—One fair aſylum from the world he knew, 

One choſen ſeat, that charms with various view! 

Who boaſts of more (believe the ſerious ſtrain) 225 
| Sighs for a home, and ſighs, alas! in vain, | 

Thro' each he roves, the tenant of a day, 


And, with the ſwallow, wings the year away!“ 8 


THE END, 


NOT 28 
AND 


ILLUSTRATIONS. 


NoTtsE 1. Verſe 25. 
Oft o'er the mead, at pleaſing diſtance, paſs— 


Como of Medicis preferred his Apennine villa, 
becauſe all that he commanded from its windows 
was excluſively his own. 
How unworthy of his character; and how unlike 
the wiſe Athenian, who, when he had à farm to 


ſell, directed the cryer to proclaim, as its beſt re- 
commendation, that it had a good neighbourhood ! 
PLurt, in Vit. Themiſt, 


26 NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS, 


N OTE 2. Verſe 35. 
And, thro' the various year, the various day 


Horace commends the houſe, 


4 


longos quæ proſpicit agros. 
And I think he is right. Diſtant views, if there is 
a good foreground, are n; the moſt pleaſing; 
as they contain the greateſt variety, both in them- 
ſelves, and in their accidental variations. 


Mr. GIIrIx on the High-Lands of Scotland, i. 1 59. 


Norz g. Verſe 61. 
| Small change of ſcene, ſmall ſpace his home requires 
Many a great man, in paſling through the apart- 
ments of his palace, has made the melancholy re- 


NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 27 


fletion of the venerable Coſmo : Queſta è troppo 
gran caſa a ſi poco famiglia. | 
Mack. Iſt. Fior. lib. vii. 

I confeſs, ſays Cowley, I love littleneſs almoſt in 
all things. A little convenient eſtate, a little chear- 
ful houſe, a little company, and a very little feaſt. 

Eſſay vi. 

So alſo ſays the Conqueror of Sileſia ! 

Petit bien, qui ne doit rien, 
Petite maiſon, petite table, &c. 

When Socrates was aſked why he had built for 
himſelf ſo ſmall a houſe, * Small as it is,” he re- 
allied, « I wiſh I could fill it with friends.” 

Py&DRUsS, |. iii. 9. 

Theſe indeed are all that a wiſe man would deſire 

to aſſemble ; © for a croud is not company, and faces 


28 NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS, 


« are but a gallery of pictures, and talk but a tink- 
& ling cymbal, where there is no love.“ 


Bacon's Eſſays, xxvii. 


Norz 4. Verſe 64. 
From every point a ray of genius flows |! 
By this 1 when the heavens are filled with 
clouds, when the earth ſwims in rain, and all nature 
wears a lowering countenance, I withdraw myſelf 


from theſe uncomfortable ſcenes into the viſionary 


worlds of art; where I meet with ſhining landſkips, 


gilded triumphs, beautiful faces, and all thoſe other 
objects that fill the mind with gay ideas, &c. 

| ADDISON. 

It is remarkable that Antony, in his adverſity, 

paſſed ſome time in a ſmall but ſplendid retreat, 


NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS» 29 
* 


which he called his Timonium, and from which 
probably originated the idea of the Pariſian Boudoir, 
that favorite apartment, ou l'on fe retire pour tre 
feul, mais ou Von ne boude point. 


STRABO, |, xvii. Por: in Vit. Anton. 


Norz 5. Verſe 79. 
O mark I again the courſers of the Sun, 
At Gu1vo's call, &c. 
Alluding to his celebrated freſco in the Roſpiglioſi 


Palace at Rome, It has been engraved by Jac. Freii, 
and by Morghen, 


Norz 6. Verſe 87. 
And ſtill the Few beft lov'd and moſt rever d — 


The dining-room is dedicated to Conviviality; 
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30 NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS, 


or, as Cicero ſomewhere expreſſes it, Communitati 
vitæ atque victũs. Uwe with moſt for the ſo- 
ciety of our friends; and, perhaps, in their abſence, 
moſt require their portraits. | 
The moral advantages of this furniture may be il- 
luſtrated by the pretty ſtory of an Athenian courte- 
zan, © who, in the midſt of a riotous banquet with 
her lovers, accidentally caſt her eye on the portrait 
of a philoſopher, that hung oppoſite to her ſeat : 
the happy character of temperance and virtue ſtruck 
her with ſo lively an image of her own unworthi- 
neſs, that ſhe inſtantly quitted the room; and, re- 
tiring home, became ever after an example of tem- 
perance, as ſhe had been before of debauchery.” 
Wer's Inquiry into the Beauties of 
Painting, p. 33- 


NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS, 31 


Norz 7. Verſe 88. 
Niſe round the board, & c. 

A long table, and a ſquare table, ſays Bacon, ſeem 
things of form, but are things of ſubſtance; for at 
a long table a few at the upper end, in effect, ſway 
all the buſineſs. | Eſſay xx. 

Perhaps Arthur was right, when he inſtituted the 
order of the round table, In the town-houſe of 
Aix-la-Chapelle is ſtill to be ſeen the round table, 
which may almoſt literally be faid to have given 


peace to Europe in 1948, Nor is it only at a con- 


greſs of plenipotentiaries that place gives prece- 
dence, 


32 NOrESs AND ILLUSTRATIONS, 


Ae B. . Ver 98. 
Read ancient books, or woo inſpiring dreams. 
| The reader will here remember that paſſage of 
Nunc veterum libris, nunc ſomno, &c, 
which was inſcribed by Lord Cheſterfield on the 
frieze of his library. 


Norz 9. Verſe 9g. 
And, when a ſage's buſt arreſts thee there— 
- Siquidem non ſolum ex-auro argentove, aut certe 
ex ere in bibliothecis dicantur illi, quorum immor- 
tales animz in iiſdem locis ibi loquuntur : quini- 
mo etiam quæ non ſunt, finguntur, pariuntque 
deſideria non traditi vultus, ſicut in Homero evenit. 


Quo majus (ut equidem arbitror) nullum eſt felici- 


NOTES/AND ILLUSTRATIONS, 33 


tatis ſpecimen, quam ſenjper omnes ſcire cupere, 
qualis fuerit aliquis. PII x. Nat. Hiſt, xxxv. 2. 

Cicero ſpeaks with great affection of a little ſeat 
under Ariſtotle in the library of Atticus, Literis 
ſuſtentor & recreor ; maloque in illa tua ſedecula, 
quam habes ſub imagine Ariſtotelis, ſedere, quam 
in iſtorum ſella curuli ! Ep. ad Att. iv. 10. 

Nor ſhould wo forget that Dryden uſed to draw 
Inſpiration from the © majeſtic face” of Shakſpeare ; 
and that a print of Newton was the only ornament 
of the cloſet of Buffon, Ep. to Kneller. Voyage 
3 Montbart par Herault de Sechelles. | 


In the chamber of a man of genius we 


write all down: 


Such and ſuch pictures; — there the window; 


the arras, figures, 
Why, ſuch, and ſuch. Cymbeline. S 


34 NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS, 


Nor 10. Verſe 97. 
Which gathers round the Wiſe of every Tongue. 
Quis tantis 4 gaudeat & n hoſpicibus, 
exclaims Petrerch.—SpeRtare, etſi nihil aliud, certe 


juvat, —Homerus apud me mutus, immo vero ego 


apud illum ſurdus ſum, Gaudeo tamen vel aſpectũ 
ſolo, et ſxpe illum amplexus ac ſuſpirans dico: O 
magne vir, &c, | Epiſt. Var, Lib. 
ok 
NorE 11. Verſe 112. 
Ae fence there; 

This thought is moſt beautifully dilated in an In- 
ſcription for an Ice-houſe, by a Lady of great cele- 
brity in the Literary World. Nor has it eſcaped 
Waller in his verſes on St. James's Park. v. 53: 


2 
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Norz 12. Verſe 121. 
Theſe eyelids open to the riſing ray. 

Your bed- chamber, alſo your library, ſays 
Vitruvius, ſhould have an eaſtern aſpe& ; uſus enim 
matutinum poſtulat lumen. 

Not fo the pifture-gallery; which requires a 
north-light, uti colores, propter conſtantiam lumi- 


nis, immutata permaneant qualitate. L. vi. c. 6. 


Nor 13. Verſe 133. 
Like thoſe bleft Youths (forgive the fabling page) 
See the Legend of the Seven Sleepers, as tranſla- 
ted from the Syriac by the care of Gregory of Tours, 
 G18BoN's Hiſt. c. gg. 
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NorzE 14. Verſe 150. 

Catch the bleſe accents of the wiſe and great. 
Mr. Pope delights in enumerating his illuſtrious 
gueſts. Nor is this an excluſive privilege of the 
poet. The Medici Palace at Florence exhibits a long 
and impoſing catalogue. Semper hi parietes colum- 
dees eruditis vocibus reſonuerunt.“ 

Another is alſo preſerved at Chanteloup, the ſeat 


ef the Dukb of -Choifoul. 


Nor 16. | Verſe 177. 

Nor boaft, O Choyy, feat of foft delight— 
At the petits ſoupes of Choily were firſt introdu- 
cod thoſe admirable pieces of mechaniſm, afterwards 
carried to perfeftion by Loriot, the Confidente and 
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the Servante; a table and a fide-board, which de- 
ſcended, and roſe again covered with viands and 
wines. And thus the moſt luxurious Court in Eu- 
rope, after all its boaſted refinements, was glad to re- 
turn at laſt, by this ſingular contrivance, to the 
quiet and privacy of humble life. 

Vie privee de Louis XV. tom. ii. p. 43- 


Norz 16, Verſe 182. 
Sheds, like an . its ray ſerene. 
At a Roman ſupper ſtatues were ſometimes em- 
ployed to hold the lamps. 
—Aurea ſunt juvenum fimulacra per ædeis, 
- Lampadas igniferas monibus retinentia dextris. 
Luc R. ii. 24. 


— 


Afaſhion as old as Homer! Odyſſ. vii. 100. 


| 
| 
| 
! 
i 
f 
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On the proper degree and diſtribution of light 
we may conſult a great maſter of effect. Il lume 
ett ed alto, e non troppo potente, ſarà quello, 
che renderà le particole de' corpi molto grate. 
Tratt. della Pittura di Lionardo da Vinci. c. xli. 

Hence every artiſt requires a broad and high light. 
Hence alſo, in a banquet - ſcene, the moſt pictureſque 
of all poets has thrown his light from the cieling, 


Eneid. i. 130. 
And hence the ſtarry lamps” of Milton, that 
from the arched roof, 
Pendent by ſubtle magic. 
— — yielded light 
As from a ſky, Paradiſe Loſt. i, 726. 
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NorTEt 17, Verle 1979. 
So thro' the vales of Loire the bee-haves glide. 
An alluſion to the floating bee-houſe, or barge 
laden with bee-hives, which Goldſmith ſays he ſaw 
in ſome parts of France and Piedmont. 


Hiſt, of the Earth, viii. 87. 


Norz 18. Verſe 228. 
And, with the ſwallow, wings the year away |! 


It was the boaſt of Lucullus that he changed his 
climate with the birds of paſlage. 
Plut. in Vit. Lucull. 
How often muſt he have felt the truth here incul. 
cated, that the maſter of many houſes has no home ! 


TO A 
FRIEND ( 


ON HIS 


MARRIAGE. 


Ox thee, bleſt youth, a father's hand confers 
The maid thy earlieſt, fondeſt wiſhes knew. 

Each ſoft enchantment of the ſout is hers; 

Thine be the joys to firm attachment due. 

As on ſhe moves with heſitating grace, 

She wins aſſurance from his ſoothing voice; 

And, with a look the pencil could not trace, 
Smiles thro? her bluſhes, and confirms the choice, 
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Spare the fine tremors of her feeling frame ! 
To thee ſhe turns—forgive a virgin's fears 
To thee ſhe turns with ſureſt, tendereſt claim; 
Weakneſs that charms, reluiance tur anni ! 


At each reſponſe the ſacred rite requires, 
From her full boſom burſts the unbidden ſigh, 
A ſtrange myſterious awe the ſcene inſpires ; | 


And on her lips the trembling accents die. 


O'er her fair face what wild emotions play ! 
What lights and ſhades in ſweet 2 blend! 
Soon ſhall they iy, glad herbingen of day, 

And ſettled ſunſhine on her ſoul deſcend | 


TO A FRIEND ON HIS MARRIAGE» 43 


Ah ſoon, thine own confeſt, ecſtatic thought! | 
That hand ſhall ſtrew each flinty path with flowers; 
And thoſe blue eyes, with mildeſt luſtre fraught, 
Gild the calm current of domeſtic hours 


3 


A 


A FAREWELL. 


Ox CE more, enchanting girl, adieu! 
I muſt be gone, while yet I may. 

Oft ſhall I weep to think of you; 

But here I will not, cannot ſtay. 


The ſweet expreſſion of that face, 
For ever changing, yet the ſame, 
Ah no, I dare not turn to trace. 


It melts my ſoul, it fires my frame 


A FAREWELL, 45 


Yet give me, give me, ere I go, 

One little lock of thoſe ſo bleſt, 

That lend your check a warmer glow,” 
And on your white neck love to reſt; 


— Say, when to kindle ſoft delight, 

That hand has chanc'd with mine to meet, 
How could its thrilling touch excite 

A ſigh fo ſhort, and yet ſo ſweet ? 


O ſay but no, it muſt not be. 

Adieu, enchanting gih adieu! 

—Yet ſtill, methinks, you frown on me; 
Or never could I fly from you, 


3 


TO THE 


YOUNGEST DAUGHTER 


OF 


LADY * 


An ! why with tell-tale tongue reveal + 
What moſt her bluſhes would conceal ? 
Why lift that modeſt veil to trace 

The ſeraph-{weetneſs of her face ? 

Some fairer, better ſport prefer; 

And feel for us, if not for her. 


For this preſumption, ſoon or late, 
Know, thine ſhall be a kindred fate. 


+ Alluding to ſome verſes which ſhe had written on an 
elder ſiſter. 


TO A DAUGHTER OF LaAbpy ** 


Another ſhall in vengeance riſe— 

Sing Harriet's cheeks, and Harriet's eyes; 
And, echoing back her wood-notes wild, 
* all the mother in the child! 


47 


a 
| 
| 
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T0 THE 


'G N AI. 


Wh EN by the greenwood fide, at ſummer eve, 
N vidend charm my cloſing eye; 

And fairy-ſcenes, that Fancy loves to weave, 
Shift to wild notes of ſweeteſt Minſtrelſy; 
"Tis thine to range in buſy queſt of prey, 
Thy feathery antlers W with delight, 
Bruſh from my lids the hues of heav'n away, 
And all is Solitude, and all is Night! 

Ah now thy barbed ſhaft, relentleſs fly, 
Unſheaths its terrors in the ſultry air! 


TO THE GNAT. 49 


No guardian ſylph, in golden panoply, 

Lifts the broad ſhield, and points the ſparkling ſpear. 
Now near and nearer ruſh thy whirring wings, 

Thy dragon-ſcales ſtill wet with human gore, 

Hark, thy ſhrill horn its fearful larum flings! 

I wake in horror, and * dare ſleep no more 


VERSES 


WRITTEN TO BE SPOKEN BY 


Mus. SIDDONS.* 


| VE 8, tis the pulſe of life ! my fears were vain ! 
| I wake, 1 breathe, and am myſelf again. 


Still in this nether world; no ſeraph yet! 

Nor walks my ſpirit, whenkthe ſun is ſet, 

With troubled ſtep to haunt the fatal board, 
Where I died laſt—by poiſon or the ſword ; 
Blanching each honeſt cheek with deeds of night, 


Done here ſo 0 * dim and doubtful light. 


* 


* Aﬀtera Tragedy, 3 for her benefit, at the Thapws 
Royal in Drum. lane, April 27, 1795. 
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— To drop all metaphor, that little bell 
 Call'd back reality, and broke the ſpell. 

No heroine claims your tears with tragic tone ; 
A very woman—ſcarce reſtrains her own ! 

Can ſhe, with fiction, charm the cheated mind, 
When to be grateful is the ak aſlign'd ? 

Ah, No! ſhe ſcorns the trappings of her Art; 

No theme but truth, no prompter but the heart ! 


But, Ladies, ſay, muſt I alone unmaſk ? 
Is here no other actreſs ? let me aſk. 
Believe me, thoſe, who beſt the heart diſſect, 
Know every Woman ſtudics ege-.offebt. 
She moulds her manners to the part ſhe fills, 
As Inſtin& teaches, or as Humour wills ; 
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And, as the grave or gay her talent calls, 
Acts in the drama, till the curtain falls. 


Firſt, how her little breaſt with triumph ſwells, 
When the red coral rings its ſilver bells 
To play in pantomime is then the rage, 
Along the carpet's many-colour'd ſtage ; 
Or liſp her merry thoughts with loud endeavour, 
Now here, now there, —in noiſe and miſchief ever ! 


A Sk next, ſhe curls her hair in papers, 
And mimics father's gout, and mother's vapours; 
Diſcards her doll, bribes Betty for romances ; 
Playful at church, and ſerious when ſhe dances ; 


WRITTEN 6 BZ SPOKEN BY MR8. 8$IDDONS. 6 


Tramples alike on cuſtoms and on toes, + 

And whiſpers all ſhe hears to all ſhe knows; 

Terror of caps, and wigs, and ſober notions! 

A romp ! that longeſt of perpetual motions ! 

— Till tam'd and tortur'd into foreign graces, 

She ſports her lovely face at public places; 

And with blue, laughing eyes, behind her fan, 

Firſt acts her part with that great actor, MAN. 
Too ſoon a flirt, approach her and ſhe flies ! 

Frowns when purſued, and, when intreated, fighs! 

Plays with unhappy men as cats with mice; 

Till fading beauty hints the late advice. 

Her prudence dictates what her pride diſdain'd, 

And now ſhe ſues to laves herſelf had chain'd|! 
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Then comes that good old character, a Wife, 
With all the dear, diſtracting cares of life; 

A thouſand cards a-day at doors to "IO 

And, in return; a thouſand cards receive ; 

Rouge high, play deep, to lead the ton aſpire, 

With nightly blaze ſet PoxTLANnD-eLACE on fire; 


Snatch half a glimpſe at Concert, Opera, Ball, 
A Meteor, trac'd by none, tho' ſeen by all; 
And, when her ſhatter'd nerves forbid to roam, 
In very ſpleen —rehearſe the girls at home. 


? 


Laſt the grey Dowager, in ancient flounces, 
With ſnuff and ſpettacles the age denounces ! | 
- Boaſts how the Sires of this degenerate Ile = 
Knelt for a look, and duell'd for a ſmile; 


1 * 


WRITTEN TO BE SPOKEN BY MAB. SIDDONS, 55 


The ſcourge and ridicule of Goth and Vandal, 
4 as ſhe ſips, with ſcandal ; 
With modern Belles ezernal warfare wages, 

© Like ber own birds that clamour from their cages ; 
And ſhuffles round to bear her tale to all, 

Like ſome old Ruin, © nodding to its fall” 


Thus Woman makes her entrance and her exit, 
Not leaſt an actreſs when ſhe leaſt ſuſpects it. 


Yet Nature oft peeps out and mars the plot, 

Each leſſon loſt, each poor pretence forgot; 

Full oft, with energy that ſcorns controul, 

At once lights up the features of the ſoul ; 

Unlocks each thought chain'd down by coward Art, 
And ee i! ey Ui latent paſſions ſtart ! 
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— But ſhe, wholo firſt beſt wiſh is your applauſe, 

3 Herſelf exemplifies the truth he draws. 1 

3 Born on the ſtage -thro' every ſhifting ſcene, 
Obſcure or bright, tempeſtuous or ſerene, 

Still has your ſmile her trembling ſpirit fir'd! 

| And can the act, with thoughts like theſe inſpir'd ? 


Thus from her mind all artifice ſhe flings, 
All {kill, all practice, now unmeaning things! 
To you, uncheck'd, each genuine feeling flows, 


For all that life endears—to you ſhe owes. 


4 wa". 


THE END. 


